The buildings of the South German Chemical Manu-
facturing Company sprawl over the countryside just
outside the town. Halls, towers, roofs, crowd and rise
above one another. Factory chimneys climb steeply into
the thick air, hanging black flags of soot in the wind.
Silos stretch interminably along the railway tracks and
quay-sides. Cranes work like patient, long-legged, long-
necked animals of iron. Bridges, stairways, passages,
cross one another in the air. Pipes of every sise wind their
way along walls. Within the halls there is a stamping,
hissing, droning and clattering, and the ventilators
liberate clouds of chemical vapours.

Helene Willfuer, who entered the works through the
cast-iron main gate on a winter afternoon, hesitated a
moment, transfixed by the picture of swarming ant-like
activity, which the first courtyard offered her. Standing
beside a wall that was covered with innumerable control
clocks, she even faltered a little, and her lips pressed
themselves into a small, determined line* She wore a
dark coat and a small, simple felt hat, but she wore new,
faultless suede gloves on her hands and looked very
neat.

** Her* Director Botstiber is expecting me," she said
to the porter, who decided to doff his cap. Various tele-
phone connections were effected behind a glass window,
then a man came and led Helene to a miniature railway
which conducted passenger traffic between the wide-
spread buildings of the works. Helene, bowling along
in the small open coach, lifted her face to the cold air,
and as she inhaled the familiar smell of all these vapours,
steams and chemicals that streamed from the buildings,
she began to smile. The main building, before which
Helene was requested to descend, showed signs of
aesthetic endeavour among all this smoke-begrimed
utility, and a pair of symbolical sandstone figures seemed